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explosions constantly shook the streets. Red flashes
from the bursting shells lit up the darkness inter-
mittently on either side of him. It was suicidal to
proceed at more than a crawl through the chaos of
the streets. Even then his truck continuaHy came
into collision with unexpected heaps of rubble and
broken glass in the roadways. Snipers from roofs
and windows fired at everything that passed. One
bullet whizzed through the rear of the truck, narrowly
missing the wireless operator's head.

After leaving the southern outskirts of the town,
John drove for some miles without encountering a
soul. There was more quietness now. But he found
it by no means a reassuring calm. He had fully
expected to run into some signs of our infantry along
the road. Their complete absence strengthened his

conviction that L-----must have been occupied by

the enemy. In which case, at very best, he was
heading straight for a German prisoner-of-war carnp.
The prospect weighed heavily on his spirits, and the
farther he went the more his anxiety increased. Once
or twice he stopped, thinking he might have taken
the wrong road in the dark. But on checking up from
his map he could discover no mistake.

At last a few scattered houses appeared in sight.
He pulled up, parked the truck in the thick shadow
of some trees, and cautiously made his way towards
them on foot. After a while he heard voices just
ahead of him in the darkness. A sudden feeling of
panic seized him. He drew his revolver and shouted:
" Are you British ? "

" Yes," came the reply, and he thanked heaven
for it.

It was a group of eight very weary and dusty
infantrymen belonging to the 9th Loamshires,

" Is there an officer about ? " he asked.
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